END   OF   A   BARON
question that puzzled me and caused me to think about him so
much. What loves, what loyalties, what convictions, what motives
of self-interest prompted him? It was a question without an answer.
For Ketteler, now prompting his chief Papen in Vienna as he
had done in Berlin, had not made his peace with the avengers
who had been after him since June soth, 1934.
I knew another German who had also fled to Vienna at that
time, we'll call him Dettlevsohn, a good friend of Ketteler's,
and he, in the course of the years, had somehow managed to
reinstate himself. No^ he no longer feared the advent of Hitler.
With this man I lunched the day after Schuschnigg had paid his
fateful visit to Hitler at Berchtesgaden. The day when he agreed
to hand over the Austrian police to Hitler's nominee, the day when
the fate of Austria was sealed. (^ ^CjU 2>"SJ 5T.X) c&9)
We lunched in the Italian restaurant in the Neuer Marlit and it
was part of my craft on such occasions to warm the innards and
loosen the tongues of my guests with wine. Conversation is a
flower that blooms best in a wine-wettened soil. The reluctant
petals readily unfold and disclose within the honeyed secrets that
the bee-journalist seeks. This harmless little device is not only
used by those who write. Past masters in its employment, in my
experience, are British military attaches in foreign countries. As
the evening wears on, and the glasses fill and empty, fill and empty,
nothing more than a rosebud flush mantles those well-shaven
cheeks, nothing more than a certain fixity of the glance creeps into
those genial blue eyes. Articulation remains perfect, bearing un-
constrained, and when the evening ends and the other man is
under the table or thereabouts you feel that a'retentive mind has
held a true impression of all that has been said, ready for transfer
the next morning, in compressed form, to a diary. §2~U Q'Zf
On this day my plans went astray. I plied and plied my German
with brandy and all went well up to a point; that is, he unfolded
and we talked with complete frankness of the things that interested
us, and I confirmed the view I had already formed two days before,
that the end of Austria was at hand. But then I suddenly made an
alarming discovery. I, and not my guest, was drunk, and drunker
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